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Van  Deventer,  Gladys  Bwinney 


LINCOLN 


MHe  never  stopped  to  malice" 


LINCOLN 


He  never  stooped  to  malice, 
His  heart  was  far  too  great; 
He  bore  derision  bravely 
Nor  squandered  thought  on  hate. 

He  felt  an  honest  pity 
For  those  in  trouble  sad;  - 
His  heart  was  kind  and  tender 
And  humorous  and  glad. 

Why,  I  can  almost  see  him 
Striding  through  Springfield  town, 
And  somehow  he  seems  lonely, 
Nor  wears  his  martyr's  crown. 

I  think  that  he  comes  searching 
The  little  haunts  of  men, 
Then  turns  away  dejected 
Into  the  mist  again        .  . 


Beseeching  kind  and  good, 
I  seem  to  hear  him  murmur, 
"Squareness  and  Brotherhood!" 

Who'll  rise  and  be  a  Lincoln 
Noble,  benign  and  great 
And  like  him  have  it  written, 
"He  never  stooped  to  hate." 

-GLADYS  SWINNEY  VAN  DEVENTER. 


What  is  his  spirit 
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VanNoppen,  ^eonara 


n.   co  oi 

upon  this 


S  U'±T 


LINCOLN 

By  Leonard  VanNoppen 


Hail,  Lincoln,  to  thy  spirit,  upon  this 
day, 

Which  saw  thy  birth,  and  saw  in  thee 
a  child 

Born  for  a  mission  beautiful,  and  laid, 
Like  the  babe  Jesus,  wrapt  with  low- 
liness, 

Upon  the  threshold  of  a  shining  year! 

Who  but  his  mother  round  that  little 
head 

Glimpsed    the  pale  dawn    of  glory? 

Who  but  she 
Dreamed  of  a  wondrous  halo  which  he 

wore 

And  trembling  bowed  and  workship- 

ped?    Who  but  she 
Guessed  all  around  him  angels  robed 

with  awe 

And  heard  a  whisper  of  seraphs  ?  Ah, 
she  knew, 

Knew  as  a  mother  knows,  without  sur- 
prise, 

Her  son  was  born  for  saving  of  the 
sad! 

What  though  on  him  shone  no  dis- 
covering star, 

Were  not  her  eyes,  her  mother-beam- 
ing eyes, 

Yet  fairer  than  the  fairest  orb  in 
heaven  ? 

What  though  to  him  no  pomp  of  pil- 
grim kings, 

Adoring,  doffed  the  tribute  of  their 
crowns, 

Was  not  her  homage  precious  as  their 
gold? 

Thus  with  the  dying  swan's  wild  mu- 
sic, thrilled 

With  love's  prophetic  rapture,  she  fore 
saw 

Him  garmented  with  greatness,  saw 
afar  < 

The  Future  kneel  down  before  him. 
Then  a  mist 

Blotted  the  sun  and  blight  fell  on  her 
dreams, 

And  she  stood  weeping  in  a  lonely 
land. 

Bred  in  a  low  place,  lord  of  little  deeds 
He  learned  to  rule  his  spirit,  and  he 
grew 

Like  the  young  oak  with  yearning  for 
the  sky, 

Yet  on  his  face  was  sadness,  as  if 
grief 

Had  chilled  his  singing  childhood,  ah, 
too  soon, 

Or  love  with  her  heart-summer  came 
to  late! 

So  with  the  world  he  wrestled  for  his 
life 


And  labored  long  in  silence,  his  gaunt 
frame 

Knotted  with  secret  agonies;  and  so 
Struggled  through    darkness  upward 

till  he  stood, 
Rugged  and  resolute,  a  man  of  men. 

The  South  was  in  his  blood  and  kept 
it  warm, 

And  on  his  soul  the  winds  of  all  the 
North 

Beat  like  a  storm  of  eagles  at  a  crag 
And  left  him  granite.    Then  to  his 

chaste  heart 
The  virgin  West  sang  with  a  siren's 

voice 

And  to  her  arms  allured  him,  and  he 
gave 

His    deepest  love    and  all  his  loyal 
strength. 

Thus  with  austere  devotion  he  fore- 
swore 

Plenty  and  pleasure,  hewing  through 
the  wilds 

Brightening  highway,    founding  the 

young  State 
Upon  that  rock,  the  liberty  of  law. 

He  wai  a  man,  amid  the  throng  of  men 
A  simple  man!  And    though    in  him 
was  seen 


A  giant  wrestler,  strong  and  grapple- 
armed, 

Mighty  in    struggle,    dauntless,  one 

that  loomed 
Invincible  in  battles  of  debate! 
Yet  all  who  knew  him  loved  him,  for 

he  hid 

The  hero  with  a  smile,  and  seemed  in- 
stead 

Only  a  king  of  kindness,  showing  thus 
Unto  the  proud  the  majesty  of  man, 
IJow  more  than  king  to  be  a  common 
man. 

His  life  was  one  humility,  and  though 
The  heights  were  his,  he  lingered  in 
the  vales, 

Yoked  to  a  lowly  service  many  years 
Then  came  the  call,  the  loud  fierce  up- 
ward call, 
And  while    the  cloudy    battle  closed 
around, 

While  Blue  and  Grey  commingled  in 
a  mist 

Of  glory,  then  from  his  dare-kindled 
eyes 

The  eagle  stared,  unquailing,  and  his 
look 

Like  the  restless  lightning  flashed  and 
flamed; 

Yea,  from  his  heart  as  from  a  scab- 
bard leaped 


The  hero  like  a  sword  and  with  one 
stroke 

Freed  the  last  slave,  and  all  the  sleep- 
ing world 

Woke,  and  with  a  great  voice  of  won- 
der cried, 

"This  is  a  Man." 

He  knew  what  kindest  word 

Would  quicken  hope  and  hearten  the 

faint  cause, 
Homespun  his  parables    from  life's 

rich  loom, 
Was  logical  as  nature  and  he  made 
His  gentle  wisdom  wiser  with  a  jest, 
While  humor  like  the  laughing  of  the 

dawn 

Gleamed  through  the  cloud  that  troub- 
led his  far  eyes. 

Some  called  him  homely  who  forgot 
to  shine, 

Who,  stooped  by  a  vast  burden,  yet 
became 

Unto  the  homeless  heart  an  open  home 
And  as  he    walked  through  dreary 

human  ways 
■The  sad,  the  poor,  the  lonely  and  the 

lost 

Followed  his  form  with  long-pursuing 
love, 

And  all  that  saw  him  marvelled;  for 
they  felt 

That  some  dear  Christ  had  sweetened 
all  the  air. 

Then  in  that  towering  moment  when 
he  cried, 

"There  are  no  boundaries,"  and  as  he 
bade 

Division  cease  and  battle  be  no  more, 
When  all  the  happy,  now  the  nation 
saved,  « 

Bugled  of  triumph,  as  he  breathed 
his  calm 

"Let  there  be  peace,"  and  peace  was 

over  all, — 
Even  then  he  fell  and  left  us  desolute. 
But  still  he  lives,  for  like  a  banner  of 

gold 

His  conquering  name  goes  marching 

on  to  God. 
Who  though  he  set  in  darkness  rose 

again, 

Yea,  like  the  rising  universal  sun 
Summed  in  one  flame  the  dark-divid- 
ed Stars 

So  on  this  day,  above  him  where  he 
sleeps, 

.Over  his  grave,  united,  with  one  grief, 
Lo,  North  and  South  clasp  their  for- 
getting hands! 


La  Jolla,  California,  February  13,  1915 


Van  Zile,  Edward  S.  "Who'd  be  a  Lincoln  must  be  a  great  soul" 

TO  BE  A  LINCOLN 


TO  BE  A  LINCOLN. 

Who'd  be   a   Lincoln   must  be 
great  of  soul, 
Calm,  strong  and  patient,  with 
a  loving  heart; 
With  wide  flown  vision  to  em- 
brace the  whole; 
Not  rest  too  long  upon  a  petty 
part. 

A  nation's  leader,  with  people 
rent 

^.  In  factions  bitter  and  by  hat  J 
red  stirred,  W 
San  be  like  him,  our  martyrec 
s )  /President, 


Only  if  deeds  shall  march  be- 
hind his  word. 

He  waited,  Lincoln,  till  the  time 
was  born 
When   it   was    well   that  he 
should  strike  his  blow ; 
He  faced  contumely  and  he  en- 
dured scorn, 
But  neither  went  too  fast  nor 
went  too  slow. 

Who'd  be  a  Lincoln  must  both 
speak  and  act; 
His  hand  must  do  what  tongue 
has  left  undone; 
A  Lincoln  with  his  soul  must 
make  a  pact 
To  gain  from  force  what  kind- 
ness has  not  won. 
—Edward  S.  Van  Zile,  in  New 
York  Sun. 


Van  Itfoppen,  Leonard  C.  Abraham  Lincoln  "Born  in  a  low  place.. 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


 . — ,  .  —  .  

Born  February  12,  1809.  Died  April  15,  1865. 


0  WEIGHT 


Van,  IToDpen,  Leonard 


"Bred  in  a  low  place,  lord  of  little 

:  deeds" 


RED  in  a  low  place,  loyd  of  little  deeds, 
He  learned  to  rule  his  spirit,  and  he  grew 
1  Like  the  young  oak  with  yearning  for  the  sky. 
Yet  on  his  face  was  sadness,  as  if  grief 
Had  chilled  his  singing  childhood,  ah,  too  soon, 
Or  love  with  her  heart-summer  came  too  late! 
So  with  the  world  he  wrestled  for  his  life 
And  labored  long  in  silence,  his  gaunt  frame 
Knotted  with  secret  agonies;  and  so 
Struggled  through  darkness  upward  till  he  stood, 
Rugged  and  resolute,  a  man  of  men! 

The  South  was  in  his  blood  and  kept  it  warm, 
And  on  his  soul  the  winds  of  all  the  North 
Beat  like  a  storm  of  eagles  at  a  crag" 
And  left  him  granite.    Then  (o  his  chaste  heart 
The  Virgin  West  sang  with  a1  siren's  voice 
And  to  her  arms  allured  him]  and  he  gave 
His  deepest  love  and  all  his  loyal  strength. 
Thus  with  austere  devotion  he  foreswore 
Plenty  and  pleasure, "hewing  through  the  wilds 
Brightening  highways,  founding  the  young  state 
Upon  that  rock,  the  liberty  of  law. 

He  was  a  man.  amid  the  throng  of  men, — 

A  simple  man!    And  though  in  him  was  seen 

A  giant  wrestler,  strong  and  grapple-armed, 

Mighty  in  struggle,  dauntless,  one  that  loomed 

Invincible  In  battles  of  debate, — 

Yet  all  who  knew  him  loved  him,  for  he  hid 

The  herb  with  a  smile,  and  seemed  Instead 

Only  a  king  of  kindness,  showing  thus 

Unto  the  proud  the  majesty  of  man, 

How  more  than  king  to  be  a  common  man! 


His  life  was  one  humiiity,  and  though 
The  heights  were  his,  he  lingered  in  the  vales, 
Yoked  to  a  lowly  service-,  many  years. 
Then  came  the  call,  the  loud  fierce  upward  call, 
And  while  the  cloudy  battle  closed  around, 
While  Blue  and  Gray  commingled  in  a  mist 
Of  glory,- — then  from  his  dare-kindled  eyes 
The  eagle  stared,  unquailing,  and  his  look 
Like  the  resistless  lightning  flashed  and  flamed; 
Yea,  from  his  heart  as  from  a  scabbard  leaped 
The  hero  like  a  sword,  and  with  one  stroke 
Freed  the  last  slave,  and  all  the  sleeping  world 
Woke,  and  with  one  great  voice  of  wonder  cried, 
"This  is  a  Man." 


He  knew  what  kindest  word 
Would  quicken  hope  and  hearten  the  faint  cause; 
Homespun  his  parables  from  life's  rich  loom; 
Was  logical  as  Nature,  and  he  made 
His  gentle  wisdom  wiser  with  a  jest, 
While  humor  like  the  laughing  of  the  dawn 
Gleamed  through  the  cloud  that  troubled  his  far 
eyes. . 

Some  called  him  homely  who  forgot  to  shine, 
Who,  stooped  by  a  vast  burden,  yet  became 
Unto  the  homeless  heart  ..an  open  home. 
And  as  he  walked  through  dreary  human  ways 
The  sad,  the  poor,  the  lonely  and  the  lost 
Followed  his  form  with  long-pursuing  love, 
And  all  that  saw  him  marveled,  for  they  felt 
That  some  dear  Christ  had  sweetened  all  the  air. 


— Leonard  Charles  Van  Noppen. 
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Varley,  Harry 


LINCOLN 


"As  if  a  mountain  sharp  against  the  ski 


As  if  a  mountain  sharp  against  the  skies 

Were  being  hewn  and  carved  by  hands  of  Time 
Into  his  gaunt  and  noble  head  .  .  .  our  eyes 

Which  may  have  looked  too  far  beneath  him,  climb 
Dp  to  his  heights,  and  every  passing  day 

Reveals  more  clearly  his  majestic  mien. 
Our  need  of  him,  of  some  strong  man  to  play 

The  part  of  leader,  etches  clear  and  clean 
His  outlines  limned  at  height  against  a  flaming  sky, 
Where  only  brave  souls  soar  and  eagles  dare  to  fly. 

But  not  our  burning  aching  need  brings  forth  a  man, 
Fashioned  on  Lincoln's  mighty  mould  and  daring  plan. 

HARRY  VARLEY 

(Published  in  the  New  York  "Times") 
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Vincent,  Wallace  Dunbar  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN       H»  Homely1  did  you  say,  stranger? 

I  don't  know  what  you  mean — " 


Abraham  Lincoln 
i8og  1865 

BY  WALLACE  DUNBAR  VINCENT 

"Homely"  did  you  say,  stranger?    I  don't 

know  what  you  mean — 
That  face  of  Abe's  has  beauty  that  is  seldom 

ever  seen; 

There's  wisdom  in  the  forehead,  there's  firm- 
ness in  the  jaw, 

And  if  that  nose  ain't  honest,  why,  I  just  won't 
say  no  more! 

Then,  look  at  them  there  eyes,  son — d'ye  see 

the  pain  they  know? 
And  yet  they're  bravely  smilin',   and  ivith 

mischief  all  aglow; 
And  watch  them  lips  a  minute — it  alius  seems 

to  me 

They're  just  a-goin'  to  move  with  words  of 
knowin'  sympathy! 

I  don't  know  what  you're  askin'  a  human  face 
to  show — 

And  your  idees  of  beauty,   'course  I  don't 

pertend  to  know; 
But,  when  I  gaze  at  this  'un,  so  lined  with 

grief  and  care, 
And  yet  so  kind  and  tender,  why,  I  see  God 

shiniri  there! 


Abraham  Lincoln 

BY  WALLACE  DUNBAR  VINCEN* 

"Homely"  did  you  say,  stranger?    I  don't 

know  what  you  mean — 
That  face  of  Abe's  has  beauty  that  is  seldom 
ever  seen; 

There's  wisdom  in  the  forehead,  there's  firm- 
ness in  the  jaw, 
And  if  that  nose  ain't  honest,  why,  I  just  won't 
say  no  more! 

Then,  look  at  them  there  eyes,  son — d'ye  see 
f~     Vie  pain  they  knowt 

And  yet  thexj're  bravely  smilin' ,  and  with 

mischief  all  aglow; 
And  watch  them  lips  a  minute—it  alius  seems 


to  me 

They're  just  a-goin'  to  move  with  words  of 
knowin'  sympathy! 

I  don't  know  what  you're  askin'  a  human  face 
to  show — 

And  your  idees  of  beauty,  'course  I  don't 

perlend  to  know; 
But,  when  I  gaze  at  this  'un,  so  lined  with 

grief  and  care, 
And  yet  so  kind  and  lender,  why,  I  see  God 

shinin'  there! 
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The  Hartford  Times 
Hartford,  Conn. 

2/12/60 


Vinden  Helen 


THE  LENGTH  OF  LINCOLN 


He  was  te?)  big  to  know  entirely 
His  thinking  too  complex  to  fully  understand 
His  enduring  features  written  over 
With  cares  he  carried  for  a  careless  world. 
The  lengthened  shadows  of  the  words  he  spoke 
Still  echo  through  the  canyons  of  our  days. 
He  walked  too  far  for  men  to  follow  all  the  wav 
But  they  drew  glory  from  this  distant  star 
And  held  the  Stardust  of  his  dreaming 
•  In  their  hand% 


HELEN  VIRDEN 


Virden,  Helen 


Abe  Lincoln 


"Abe  Lincoln  is  America 


Abe  Lincoln. 


Abe  Lincoln  is  America; 

Our  freedom  was  his  creed, 
The  freedom  that  the  Pilgrims 
brought 

With  them  from  Runnymede. 
The  kind  of  land  he  dreamed  about 

Where  every  man  is  free, 
Where  humble  folk  find  happiness 

And  choose  their  Deity. 
His  voice  is  America's, 

For  words  that  great  men  say 
Are  long  remembered,  thru  the  years 

We  make  them  our  mainstay. 
The  liturgy  he  gave  this  land, 

We  fight  to  prove  its  worth, 
That  freedom  of  the  people  ! 

"  Shall  not  perish  from  the  earth." 


Helen  Virden. 
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